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I wonder if that star knows I am here wondering. 

It looks so knowingly on the moon below it. 

I wonder if they talk together when nights are 
Cool and clear like this one. 

Eternity must be lonely unless you have a friend 
Only a few light years away. 

I wonder what they talk about through the eons of time. 
Perhaps they watch eternal sunrise 
And listen to the music of the spheres. 

Perhaps they look down, as they seem to do, 

To earth and twinkle with laughter 
At my wondering. 


—Connie haze more 


Yellow butterflies 

Never sit still 

Are they sunbeams? 

Louise March man 


A Moth Is A Scruple 

The powdered fly dusts 

Your dry stomach with doubt, 

You stand waiting, 

Muttering that you don’t trust yourself. 

—Louise Marchman 







AMAR 

Amar es reir, llorar, cantar, vivir, y sonar 

Reir con los despotas y sardonicos de los 
despechos 

De la vida y de la irt>n(a del Amor 

Llorar con las luvias de illusioncs y desen- 
cantos 


Cantar como los pajaros que invocan sus lindas 
melodias a la naturaleza 

Vivir con Is caricias y encantos del amado 

Y sonar junto con la naturaleza 

Que nos enreda entre sus bcllos rosales y 
alumbrales 

Hacie'ndonos imaginar el nido de pajaros 

Que dos enamorados se hacen entre las nubes 
de los sueiios. 


—Linnea Olson 


A FRESHMAN'S OCTOBER IMPRESSIONS 


Harmonize Herod Antipas in root position 

The Essene . . . sociological research is . . . the response 

. . . the square root of 45 2836 is 
... Saul, David, and Solomon 
... parallel fifths are the worst kind— 

.... stroke two, breathe, kick six, 
don’t forget to breathe! 

. . . eschatological doctrines pervaded . . . dog 
Pavlov had dogs, Kellogg had APES . . .Juan y 
Mercedes tienen dos . . . ethnocentrism delays 
... the first beat is the strongest 

You’ve only started the first 

chapter, don’t stop now, only 

139 more pages ... a theme due 

today ... in the year A. D. 70 

the Romans ... 1:00 A. M., the 

coffee’s on. 

"On the first page of the exam ...” 

" 15 points for the essay’’ 

"POSITIVELY, 

ABSOLUTELY R-R-R-RING! ! ! ! 

NO! ! r 


The curve goes something like . . .” 


Ami Alviaiitl 







Time is the tick of that 
Clock on the wall, 

Clucking like the tongues of old women 
Who whisper along the pews: 

She’ll never be any good. 

I knew she never would. 

Her mother was always bad. 

It’s really rather sad. 

Time wounds all heels 
Or so the saying goes 
Except those 
Who die at birth. 

The rest of us exist from heartbeat to heartbeat. 

A fat green Buddha with a clock 
In his belly grins down from the shelf. 

Who do you think you are? God or something? 

Is this it? The end of the line? 

Grown? 

Oh Lord, are those women right? 

Why doesn’t somebody stop that damn clock? 


—Connie Bazetnore 


THE NEWER TESTAMENT 


A cool day in spring; it certainly was quite un¬ 
usual for this section of the country, and equally 
as refreshing. It was close enough to summer to be 
lazy yet still deep enough into spring to be new, 
fresh, and even invigorating (but not too terribly 
so). The colors around Edgar were green, grey, and 
blue; the green and blue were nature, the grey 
was man. It was a Sunday morning and with the 
weather being such, it was a perfect Easter Sunday 
or seemed to be even though it wasn’t actually 
Easter. Hut the day made one think of Easter; so 
thought Edgar as he walked along the sidewalk 
which outlined the park. Yes, what a wonderful 
Easter Sunday this day would make. But the sea¬ 
son had long passed and was even further gone 
as far as Edgar was concerned. 

Near a stone bench along the edge of the side¬ 
walk Edgar discovered a discarded but lengthy 
cigar butt. After claiming it he sat down at his 
predestined destination for the morning and thor¬ 
oughly exhausted his pleasure in finding the butt. 
Looking beyond his treasure, he gave a casual 
thought to the necessity of finding some sort of 
flame with which he could light it. The street 
was more quiet than peaceful; there was a relieving 
absence of people and machinery. Edgar could hear 
the music and intonations of high mass being 
executed in the church across the street. While 
thinking of a light for his cigar, Edgar became 
distracted by and involved in the music. He quick¬ 
ly identified the Palestrinian setting of the mass 
and found reassurance in the faithful and secure 
sounds. 

It's such a large city, he thought, and 1 could 
only find twenty. 1 knew it would often be diffi¬ 
cult ... but I wonder iust what is wrong with 
people these days. You’d think that since they 
live at such a fast rate, they would be a bit more 
susceptible to change ... It was even harder to 

find food here than in any other place I’ve ever 
been. 

Noticing a pigeon which stood with its head 
cocked and watching him, Edgar began to verba- 


ell, little thing, so you’re listening, are yo 
Perhaps I should take Francis’ advice and sti 
with the birds. He always was good with anim; 


especially birds.” 

The pigeon gave a slightly audible coo which 
seemed to be more of a purr, and straightening 
his head, he took a step closer to Edgar. 

“Yes. You sound as if you’ve heard him. But 
I’m sure he was a bit before your time . . . What 
good would it do me to try the birds? I’m quite 
sure you already know the whole story, and live it 
too.” 

The pigeon suddenly flew away. Edgar looked 
up and saw a young girl dressed in her “Sunday- 
best’’ sitting down on the other end of the bench. 
Remembering his cigar he leaned toward her. 

“Excuse me, Miss, but do you happen to have 
a match?” 

She sat motionless with her head down and the 
brim of her straw hat covered her face. 

Uh . . . Miss, I don’t mean to be a bother, but 
do you . . . ?” 

Oh! What . . . what did you say ” She raised 
her head leaving her thoughts. His expression of 
anticipation dissolved when he saw that she was 
crying. He offered her an unusually clean handker¬ 
chief which he had taken from his filthy coat 
pocket. 

“Why are you crying?” His voice was more 
peaceful than quiet. She looked away, down at 
her gloved hands. He remained still and watched 
^ lc pigeon, now perched in a tree near them, 
also watched her. She twisted his handkerchief 
first around one finger and then the next, bit her 
bottom lip, and sniffled. 

“We were going to be married and be happy, 
too ... It seemed like overnight he went insane. 
One day he was working at a very responsible and 
profitable job and the very next he was a raving 
maniac. He refused to work because he knew 
something which he must tell to the world! He 
didn’t make sense to anyone .. . just talking about 
a new religion . . . why ... it seemed almost blas¬ 
phemous ... He begged me to come with him; to 
live with him and have a family, but he couldn’t 
allow us to be married much less have a steady 
job. Just openly commit treason against God and 
country . . . getting arrested and all. It seemed 
as if he were a part of some sacred order of bums 
. . . Oh! . . . Pm sorry. I didn't mean anything 





gone so quickly, he thought. I don’t want to hurt 
these people, but they must know. And I'm sure 
I’m not too early; He would have never sent me 
if it were the wrong time ... Yet in this large 
city, only twenty would heed. 

Edgar stood and straightened his vest, coat, and 
halo. Not wondering whether the air was thin or 
thick, he disappeared into it leaving his handker¬ 
chief on the stone bench which the pigeon was 
busily inspecting. 

—linda carter 



against ...” 

“It’s alright. I understand how you feel. If I’m 
going to be one in a minority, I certainly can’t 
afford to take offense with the majority.’’ 

She handed him his handkerchief which he drop¬ 
ped on the bench. Feeling awkward and somewhat 
frightened by her unethical and unexplainable 
famaliarity, she sputtered: 

“Thank you ... I really must go.” And she left. 

The street was quiet again. She had come and 

























































































Definition 

I, in my imperfect Christianity 
Say that if man must die. 

And he can laugh at all, 

There must be 

A timeless knowledge of God. 


■Suzanne Spence 











The Last of the Innocent 

there is a war waging 
in strange lands faraway 
and I am afraid 
nurtured on freedom now 
learning of reason 
and I am afraid: 
cats have nine lives 
and Emily had three . . . 

Nathan had but one 
(he regretted it) 

I have only one 
(I want it). 


—littda carter 


Who Laughed Today 

Sir John is gone 
Sir John is dead 
He’s gone to laugh no more. 

No more Sir John 

His bloody head 

Lies severed on the floor. 

For I sweetly cut it off last night 
And left it where it lay. 

He s sweetly, lovely dead tonight 
’Twas I who laughed today. 


—Millie Jean Ovcrley 


Academic Saga 

Hark ye to this noble tale 
Of courage and valor wrought by one, 

A mighty doer of learned deeds 

And champion true of austere Academia. 

Studyfast his name and well named he, 

For many a ponderous and lengthy tome 
Had fallen before his hand ere now. 

Such brave deeds confirmed his fame. 

Worthy of praise most high was he! 

Hut alas, O stalwarts, his tour of travail was near. 

Bitter trial soon to challenge such hardy wits. 

Stern faced Fate, cause of student’s woe, 

Viewed the brave young scholar’s feats 
And scowling descended to work her wrath. 

With fury the Devil Spinner struck, 

Entering those learned hearts of noble professors all. 
What mortal could but obey such command? 

Defeated lay they all beneath her will. 

Rising they prepared the challenge great. 

Books by the dozens did they gladly bear. 

Monstrous weapons to ensnare and confuse. 

Gigantic were many, others small. 

Trusty tomes, they each with pride 
Did fly their war bright banners high. 

Plato and Socrates, Greek villians both, 

Followed by Boethius and Bede, did make noble boast. 
Sneering Nietsche and Schopenhauer prodded the rest, 
As through shelf after shelf stretched their mighty ranks. 
Studyfast with steady gait approached, 

Heard the war cries and took heed. 

From within their murky dens 
The Scholar Bright beheld his foes, 

And boldly brandishing his faithful pen, 

Writewell by name, a loyal friend and true, 

With steadfast voice the Thought Prince cried: 

“Hail, I am valiant Studyfast, 

Son of Purethought, the Noble. 

Many a deed of intellect and logic 
Have I performed with ease. 



Singlehandedly have I solved the mystery 
Of intricate Composition, foul fiend. 

And none the less than Calculus and Physics 
Have fallen beneath my blows. 

Fate decrees that 1 enter the battle. 

Go 1 must, under her dark eye. 

Give me my headgear, trusty lenses. 

And prepare my valiant notebook. 

Of great aid she soon must be.” 

Seizing his arms with unwavering hand, 

The Son of Purethought plunged bravely 
Into the midst of his enemies cruel. 

With terrible force, the warrior books attacked 
Staggering, the Noble Scholar felt their force. 
But more was needed to daunt his strength. 
With savage fury he lashed them strong 
And one by one, the oppressive bards 
Fell and lay dazed beneath his command. 
Stout Warrior! Well he fought that day. 
Even tight-lipped Fate declared it so. 

Hailed by the cheers of fellow students. 
Eagerly the hero claimed his spoils. 

Now, long remembered would he he. 

The Son of Purethought, warrior most bold! 
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Haiku 

Seeds are sown in 


barren sod— 

An angry farmer shakes 
his fist at God. 

—Kay Wald rep 





The Light From the Harbor 

The Lady gives me . . . and 
She takes and uses and discards, 
Deriding what she has used. 
Old-fashion, stupid, clumsy, dirty 
Yet food — and she grows. 

Fatter, prouder, and ignoring 
the gout, she keeps talking. 


—Suzanne Spence 


"No Man is an Island" 


Round, Round 
Down. 

Running 

Silently screaming 
In search always 

Pleading with life for something more 
Sometime 

And there’s no U-turn 
God no 

Just pull of the side of the road 

Onto the Island 

and forget the old damn saying. 

—Be be Ferrell 






